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Back pressed against the hard wood of the door. 


The sound of clothes rubbing desperately against each other, threatening to rip under the pressure of fingernails 


clawing 
A face buried in downy, golden hair, breathing in the heady scent of if. 
The erratic gasps for air, heartbeat racing 


The whisper of a gentle 'I love you", murmured amidst the raw hunger of the situation. 


The sudden, uncomtortable pause and silence that followed it 
Izzy jerked himself out of his sleep, sitting bolt upright and hitting his head on the bunk above him. Shit, he 
was hard again. 


‘God, all | need to do is think about him and its up," he sighed to himself, slinging his legs out over the side of 
the bunk and carefully climbing out so as not to hit himself again. 


Is about fuckin’ time you woke up," a familiar voice commented. 


Izzy looked up to see Duff standing in front of him, wearing nothing but boxers and holding an open bottle of 


cold beer in one hand. 


"Axl's been ranting- something about none of us being committed enough and asking why we weren't 


rehearsing yet," Duff sighed, stooping to plant himself next to Izzy, handing him the bottle of beer. 
Izzy accepted the bottle hesitantly, taking a timid sip from it before handing it back to Duff who took a great 
swig from it, tossing his head back carelessly, a strand of his long peroxide-blonde hair accidentally brushing 


Izzy's face. 


A faint wisp of Duff's familiar scent wafted past Izzy as the strands of soft hair brushed against his face, 
setting off an all-too familiar pang of longing in his chest. 


"DUFF! IZZY" 
Axls shrill shriek pierced their ears as the angry red-head stormed though the bus. 


Duff groaned quietly, leaning his head against Izzy's shoulder momentarily before taking another quick swig 
from the bottle and getting up to go and calm Axl down. 


Izzy sat and watched Duff leave without a word to him, another sight all-too familiar to the guitarist. 


Izzy eyed Duff from across the stage, watching as the spindly blond man sauntered over to a mic, admiring 
how his never-ending legs picked their way across the stage, avoiding the wires and stands to get to his 


chosen destination. 


His neck, beautifully arched, as he sang the words he wrote into the microphone; his face changed as it was 
overcome by passion and expression with every word he uttered. With every word he uttered, he took a piece 


of his longing heart. 


Izzy couldn't take it anymore, it was too much for him to take. He had to be near him. He picked his way 
across the stage until he was back-to-back with Duff, their sweaty bodies pressed against each other's. Duff 
grinned, leaning back into Izzy and playing a couple of notes on his Bass before strolling back to the mic once 
more. He shot Izzy a grin from over his shoulder. Izzy could feel himself melting into a puddle on the stage- 
floor. 

Perhaps things could work out this time? May be he'd just scared him away by making him confront true 


emotion too soon in their relationship, if what they had could even be called a relationship. Izzy couldn't help 
smiling to himself. May be all it would take was a second attempt, just one more chance to put things right. 


"Hey man! Dude, it rocked up there tonight! Duff grinned, already hyped after the show. 
Izzy was surprised when Duff slung an arm over his shoulders, drawing him in a little closer. 


"Yeah, it totally rocked!" Izzy laughed in agreement, his head reeling with happiness from the physical closeness 


of the two of them. 
Duff slid his arm off of Izzy's shoulder, strolling over to pick up a bottle of Jack from the table. 


‘Its probably Slash's, but what he doesn't know can't hurt him, eh?" Duff winked, making Izzy's knees buckle 


and his heart race to dizzying speeds. 


Duff took a swig from the bottle, before passing it to Izzy, who took a long gulp from it. He cradled the bottle 
in his hands awkwardly, looking down at it, weighing his words carefully. 


"Duff... There- there's something | wanna talk to you about.." Izzy said slowly, not lifting his eyes from the 
bottle of Jack in his hands. 


"Sure, shoot," Duff shrugged, reaching over and delicately plucking the bottle from Izzy's grasp and swigging 
from it, waiting for his friend to start to talk. 


"l. | can't help... It's just.." Izzy stammered. 
Duff looked at him, waiting. Izzy sighed. This wasn't going the way it was supposed to. 


"-Don't you ever think about back when... Well, when you and | were...y’know... Do you ever think about it?" Izzy 


blurted out, tripping over his own words. 


Duff sighed deeply, sounding tired. His gaze flickered over the guitarist standing in front of him, his friend, Izzy. 


"-Izz... It was never meant to be serious, y'know? It was a hell of a lot of fun, and | care about you man.. 


You're my friend, right?" Duff said carefully. 


"I know, | know.. But.. Don't you ever think that it could have been better, that may be we should give it 
another shot?" Izzy said quietly, looking up at Duff with dark, pleading eyes. Praying a silent prayer. 


‘Izzy... Hl can't... | care about you, | do, really.. But you..you want something too serious. You can't do that with 
things like this, 122." said Duff gently. Tentatively, he reached out to place a hand gently on Izzy's shoulder, 
only to have it shrugged off. 


"| love you, Duff," Izzy said bitterly, shying away from his touch, "I fucking love you...” 
"No, you don't, Izz.. You can't.. You don't." Duff insisted softly. 


"Fuck! Don't tell me what | do and don't feel, Duff! | fucking know | love youl" Izzy exclaimed, angry tears rolling 
down his cheeks. He leapt to his feet, beginning to pace the room, not knowing what else to do. 


"Ssshh, Izzy.. 'm sorry, I'm so, so sorry.." Duff sighed, desperately trying to reach out and take Izzy's 
shoulder, to still him. 


Izzy whirled around, smacking Duff's hand away from him. 


"Dont touch me! Don't fucking touch mel |zzy screamed, already dark eyes even darker with hurt, with anger, 


with despair. 


Duff started, as if about to say something, but decided against it; instead, he turned, silently, leaving the room 


and leaving Izzy. 


Falling to his knees in a heap, Izzy knelt and couldn't stop the tears that were streaming down his face. He 
sobbed uncontrollably, thoughts of Duff, thoughts of what could have been, racing through his mind and 


making him sob harder. 


When he'd finally cried himself dry, he arose from the floor, all light in his eyes gone, replaced by resolve. His 
eyes darted around the room, searching for something, anything that would help him. His gaze finally rested 
upon the almost-full bottle of Jack sitting on the table where it had been placed. 


If Jack could be Slash's best friend, then it could be his too. 
But Izzy knew there had to be something even better than that lying around somewhere. They were rockstars, 


junkies; there had to be something else. After rummaging through bags and piles of clothing, Izzy found his 
jacket and pulled out a syringe. Well, Slash had his Jack He had his heroin 


He filled up the syringe with just enough more than usual, taking swigs from the bottle of Jack as he did so. 
After preparing himself for his final hit and knocking back the last few drops of Jack, he picked up the syringe. 


Admiring the perfectly sharp point and silver needle, he took a breath and eased the needle in. It slid under his 
skin as smoothly as a diver takes to the water; he could feel the yellow liquid flowing into his blood, his body 
being filled by it. 


Slowly, he began to slip into a dark daze. It was beginning to take effect, slowly, steadily, taking him away from 
everything once and for all. The eerily welcoming blackness began to envelope him, greeting him with open 


arms, taking him in with the promise never to let go. 


